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HONEST EMPLOYMENT AT LAST. 
Mr. Jaehne Prepares the Garments of Righteousness for His Colleagues. 
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- of a week or so ago is so modest, intelligent, 


~PUCK.* 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


o the Editor of Puck—Sir: 
In answer to your letter in Puck No. 480, (May 
19th, 1886,) will you allow me to say: 

1.—That [I consider your version of the doctrine of 
«« The Survival of the Fittest,’’ which just fies the crowd- 
ing aside and treading under foot of «* the weak, the in- 
competent, the ignorant and the unhealthy” by ‘‘the 
strong, the healthy, the able and the wise ’’ as opposed 
to the teachings not only of Jesus of Nazareth, but of 
every other great religious teacher that the world has 
ever seen. 

2.—That your own doctrine of ‘¢ The Survival of the 
Fittest”? does not necessarily imply the survival of the 
noblest and the best. It simply means the survival of 
those best adapted to the surrounding circumstances and 
conditions. When the atmosphere contained a larger 
proportion of carbonic acid gas than it dues now, then 
huge lizards and crocodiles were best ¢¢ fitted ” to endure. 
And if the same atmospheric conditions should prevail 
again, the nobler animals would give place to ignobler. 
So in a mean mental and moral atmosphere, which 1s 
«¢ fitted’ to mean men, they naturally will be the success- 
ful ones. And perhaps may eventually crowd out and 
extirpate the nobler breeds, as the weeds nearly always 
will crowd out the flowers in a garden, if the gardener 
does not interfere. 

3-—According to your doctrine, Jay Gould, being per- 
haps the most successful, is, therefore, the noblest and 
best specimen of what a man of this century should be. 

4.—I hold, on the contrary, that there are hundreds of 
thousands of honest and industrious laboring men, not 
one of whom has laid by a thousand dollars, each of 
whom has really «made more money,’ created more 
wealth, done more good in the world, and worked far less 
evil than either Jay Gould or Vanderbilt, with his scores 
of millions. 

5.—I also hold that to ‘* make money” is one thing, 
and ‘*to ge¢ money” another and often a very different 
thing. 

6.—I also hold that the yearly productions of the earth, 
being produced by the labors of all, should go to the 
support of all. And that the man who does the hard 
work of manual labor is justly entitled to a sufficient por- 
tion to enable himself and his family to live healthily, 
comfortably and decently—even if the wealthy have to 
cut down their expenses to five or six thousand dollars, 
instead of twenty or thirty or fifly thousand a year. 

7.—I1 hold that among the first men to take their share 
of the yearly products of the earth should be the poorer, 
hardest- worked class. And, after that, if there be 
enough left to give the capitalists sufficient to build pal- 
aces, and waste in all kinds of extravagant living, why, 
then will be the time to do it. 

8.—And, in conclusion, I am not able to see that I 
have said anything which is not in complete accord with 
the teachings of the Christian religion. 





Your friend, 
JoHN SMITH. 


* 
* * 


Mr. JOHN SMITH, Central Labor Union: 
Dear Sir—Your “ Answer”? to my remarks 








fair and well-expressed, that I can hardly be- 
lieve that it comes from the headquarters of the 
Central Labor Union. The most of the deliv- 
erances that I have noticed, coming from that 
source, have been of an angry and unreasonable 
sort. 

* ” * 

I will try to answer your answer, Mr. Smith, 
in the same spirit in which it is written, Per- 
haps—for you seem to be fair-minded and will- 
ing to reason—you will see, when | have fin- 
ished, that I spoke after careful thought, and 
that what I have said is, on the whole, more 
likely to be true than what you have said: This 
is asking a good deal of any one; but I will 
ask it of you. And, if you will permit me, I 
will begin with the last part of your letter. You 
say: “I am unable to see that I have said any- 
thing that is not in complete accord with the 
teachings of the Christian religion.” I think 
you have. Let us see. 

* . * 

The Christian religion is, as you know, an 
extension or enlargement of the Hebrew relig- 
ion. Its system of moral teaching is simply a 
modification of that of the Hebrews. Now 
there is hardly a religion in the world that so 
strongly preaches the doctrine of the Survival 
of the Fittest as the Christian religion, Do you 
know, Mr. Smith, that the earliest code of 
morals given to the Jews was as much a sani- 
tary code as a moral code? if you do not 
know this, turn to what are called the Books of 
Moses, in the first part of the Bible. Do you 
remember that in the second of the Command- 
ments which Moses gave to his people as a di- 
vine ordinance, it is written: ‘‘ For I the Lord 
thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity 
of the fathers upon the children, unto the third 
and fourth generation of them that hate Me; 
and showing mercy unto thousands of them 
that love Me, and keep My Commandments”’? 


* 
* * 


And do you remember that when Jesus of 
Nazareth came to reform this same Jewish re- 
ligion, he held closely to this same doctrine? 
It was he who said: ‘ For unto every one that 
hath shall be given, and he shall have abun- 
dance: but from him that hath not shall be taken 
away even that which he hath.”” Read through 
the parable of which this is the end, and you 
will find that it teaches one thing—that the 
wise, faithful and diligent alone are fit for the 
world’s employ. From the inception of the 
Christian religion to the present day, it has held 
this doctrine, for which Mr, Darwin found a 
name. Read,in the Book of Joshua, chapter 
vii, the story of Achan, and see how Achan and 
his whole family were destroyed because the 
seed of iniquity was in him. Read, in the 
earliest poem that we know—the Book of Job— 
a fiery, eloquent protest against the length to 
which the Hebrews carried the doctrine, that 
all human affliction was the direct result of the 
sufferer’s misdoing. 

* 
* * 

The trouble with you, Mr. Smith, is the 
trouble that besets every man who argues, not 
to get at the truth, but to defend a position 
which he has taken and does not wish to relin- 
quish. You have been tempted, unconsciously, 
to put words into my mouth which I never 
spoke. I have never said that I approved of 
Mr, Jay Gould’s methods of money-getting. I 
have distinctly expressed my contempt’ for the 
man’s lack of probity. Because I have cour- 


‘age enough to say that he is doing right when 


he zs doing right, you have no reason to sup- 
pose that I like his watering stocks and wreck- 
ing railroads. 








Nor have I ever said or intimated that the 
laborer is not worthy of his hire. Yet 1 can- 
not subscribe to your extravagant theory that 
because the laborer produces he is part-owner 
in the production. I have a rough diamond. 
While it is in the rough it is no more than any 
other pebble. I employ you—and pay you— 
to polish it. The diamond is then worth ten 
thousand dollars. What right have you to any 
of my ten thousand dollars worth of property 
in that diamond? You have been paid what 
you asked for your work, have you not? You 
asked a hundred dollars. Had you asketl five 
thousand, I should have refused to pay it. 
Why? Because every other man would be 
willing to do your work for a fair price, with- 
out trying to grab part of my property. 

* ’ * 

The law of the Survival of the Fittest, Mr. 
Smith, is a law that neither you nor | can get 
away from. It is one of the immutable laws 
of Nature. Nature sends her rain alike upon 
the just and upon the unjust. She gives us the 
bitter cold of winter and the parching heat of 
summer. She made the desert of Sahara and 
the icy fields of Greenland. She made the law 
of the Survival of the Fittest. Nor is she un- 
kind. If the individual suffers in one genera- 
tion under the working of this law, the same 
law works toward the bettering of the whole of 
the next generation. 

* . * 

The world must take care of its sick, its 
weak and its wounded. It must make their 
burden as light as may be. But it must not 
make their usefulness the standard by which 
the earnings of healthy, useful men are to be 
regulated. In behalf of honest labor, I amu 
protesting against any attempt to make the 
worthy workman suffer because of the in- 
competence of the unworthy. It is just such a 
monstrous attempt,*Mr, Smith, that you are 
supporting. Do you really think that it is in 
accordance with the precepts of any religion 
on the face of the earth—of that of Christ or 
of that of Confucius ? 


Your Friend, PUCK. 


There is very little danger that the alarmists 
of the Republican party will force us into any 
war with Canada, It seems to be pretty well 
understood that they are alarmists for revenue 
only—political revenue. ‘This United States 
has not got down to fighting: for bait yet. 


THIs is the time of the year when a man enters his of- 
fice in the morning, and is greatly pleased to find a huge 
pile of letters lying on his desk. He fancies they are just 
so many checks, and he smilingly removes his hat and 
coat, and proceeds to open the envelopes. Much to his 
horror, he doesn’t find a check in the lot. Each one is 
the circular of some summer-resort that has his address 
left over from last year. These circulars tell him how 
the places they represent have improved since last sum- 
mer. The man’s disappointment at finding not even an 
order for any of his wares is soon smoothed over, how- 
ever, as he reads the poetic and picturesque outlook, and 
sees the lakes bathed. in all the delicate splendors of a 
dreamy twilight, with a moose standing at the water's 
edge under some silver-birches. He floats off in a day- 
dream, in which he hears plashing water-falls, the mur- 
mur of lisping brooks, the calls of wild-birds, and the 
shrill whistle of the steam-yacht. But he has to take it 


| out in dreaming, if he is a member of the stay-at-home 


club. In that case, he can beat a White Mountain or 
Mt. Desert vacation all hollow by just staying in this 
city and providing himself with a copy each of Puck's 
ANNUAL FOR 1886 and PickINGs From Puck, First or 
Second Crop. Of all newsdealers. Price, twenty-five 
cents. Mailed to any address on receipt of thirty cents, 
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ODE TO PAPAMICHETCETERA. | away from him; and, asthat man has no more AT THE MATINEE. 
aueceal | right to keep it than the other man, you have / 
M. Papamichalopoulous, who was sum- | just the same right to take it from Aim.” \n oy 
moned to form a new Ministry, has declined = _ \\ 
to assume that responsibility —Axchange. Now I consider that the fundamental doc- a . 
PAPAMICHALOPOULOUS! trine of our creed, and it is really charming, C 
; With thy nine-fathom name, for it gives every fellow a chance. 
While Greece’s old metropolis, «Every man has a perfect right to do as he 3 


Hor awn Conttoninagets, pleases+and so has every other man, 
Is undermined and toppleous, 


O Papamichalopoulous! “ All governments should be destroyed, be- 
How thou couldst lasso fame! cause governments prevent men’ from doing as | 








Y Gj Uff \\e A} ( , 
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, they please. 
“ All officers of government should be de- 





. O Papamichalopoulous! 
Hadst thou the spirit true, 


Athena’s gallant populace stroyed. ; 
Had rent the old Acropolis _ All capitalists should be killed. 
With battle-cries obstropulous |  **All owners of property should be killed. 


Of Papamichalopoulous! 
“‘At! Tare an ouns! Hurroo!” 
JAMES JEFFREY ROCHE. 


‘* All educated people should be killed. 
“ All who don’t believe in killing should be 
killed. 

= a “ All who don’t believe in Herr Most should 
be killed. 

ANARCHY SPEAKS. “None should be saved except thieves, mur- 
derers, Anarchists and Levelers, and those good 
people who have fever degraded themselves 
with labor, but have lived by taking away the 
fruits of the labor of others, ‘They have un- 


~ 





o the Editor of Puck—Sir: 
Herr Johannisberg Most is again a free 





man! i ) Le 
The vile minions of the law could not hold consciously carried out our principles, and shall 

him be saved! 

, | 


With these we shall proceed, after the level- 
ing process is over, to reconstruct the world in 
accordance with the advanced ideas of Herr 
Most anc his disciples. 


Herr Most is my friend, and he is also a most 
wonderful man! 

We have a society which he has organized, 
called the “ Brotherhood of the Anarchist 





™ eo HE sat before me at the mat., 
Levelers.”? Our motto is sublime: “ ‘Tear down KwnarF REBaT. Beneath a monstrous nightmare hat, 


So tall, it hid from view, I’m certain, 
See A space not smaller than the curtain. ° 
And all around was a brim so wide, 


Our E. C., the American Agriculturist, he foot-lights were covered from side to side, 
. While the crown held up a mighty mass 


prints an article entitled “‘ Bee Notes for June.” Of ribbons, flowers and bristling grass. 
We presume they are the same as those for July It made me tired, and I growled with rage 


and August, namely : “Buzz, buzz, buzz!” As I craned my neck to see the stage, 
And [ only guessed from the chatter around 
When the act was o'er and the curtain “ downed.” 


everything.”? When we carry out our grand de- 
signs this world will become a paradise, so 
Most says, or a chaos; which, I suppose, amounts 
to the same thing. 

The doctrines of our Association are so 
axiomatic, as Herr Most declares, that they 
must be accepted by every unprejudiced mind 
at once. If 1 remember them correctly, they 





are something like this: Ir 1s alwaysa cold day for the politician who | Then the girl in the hat turned around my way, 
‘Property is robbery, and all respectable is one of the “outs.” Jaehne has the satisfaction | And I saw that her eyes were a beautiful gray, 

people are robbers. ™ now of knowing that he is one of the“ ins.”” And | And her face like a flower— 
“No man has a right to own anything; and seven strawberry seasons will have passe before Well, of course, after that 


. ° ° . It was easy enough overlooking the hat. 
° = “ ” 
if he does, any other man has a right to take it | he is one of the outs, | Lizzie SYLVESTER. 


BOUND TO BE IN THE SWIM. TIPS ON TOPMOST TOPICS. 





HE TROUBLE with the average Russian is that he eats the candle at 

both ends. You can’t see the point, eh? We know you can’t; the 
point of this joke, like the sting of a hornet, is intended to be felt, 
foine Sunday mornin’, Din- jot seen. 





| GILLIGAN.— Phat are yez 









doin’ wid th’ bid-shtick this 


nis? 





Ir sEEMS strange that the Anarchists don’t do any of their riot- 
ing in Delaware, Perhaps they are afraid that if they tried it on 
down there, they would have it lashed out of them. 


KERRIGAN, — Bid - shtick 


yersilf, Mr. Gilligan! It’s me 


cane, so it is. 





Ir 1s said that when Lord Tennyson met Dr. Holmes they both 
shed tears, We imagine that Dr. Holmes might feel bad on such an oc- 
casion; but why should ‘Tennyson cry ? 


SPEAKING OF resuming specie payments, the proper way to resume 
is to resume; and speaking of eating asparagus, the proper way to eat 
asparagus is to eat it. 


Just aT present Cincinnati has no Wagnerian musical festival, 
and there is quite a number of strangers in the city. 
| Our Country Hlome tells us that halter-broken calves are the best. 
| The same may be said of halter-broken murderers, 
CANADA WILL back down from her position on the fisheries question 
so quick that she is likely to land’on her head. 





WE HEAR a great deal of talk about the consumption of fish. We 
wonder they don’t try cod-liver oil. 








Ir 1s said that Herr Most has a small mouth; but a large glass of 
_ beer fits it the best. 


Sr. Louis and. Maxwell are getting their names in the papers 
once more, 





ANARCHISTS SHOULD not be bailed out. ‘They should be baled out. 








212 
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AMATEUR ART IN NEW JERSEY. 


en sc gene is here,’ said Leonidas Robinson, jr., 

enthusiastic amateur photographer that he 
is; ‘‘ Nature smiles,” said he: “The grass is 
green in the fields. ‘The trees are leafy by rural 
waysides, and on swelling knolls, ‘The hills are 
thick with verdure. Brooks, doubtless, are now 
singing blithely through sunny meads. ‘They 
are also unquestionably roaring and rumbling 
among obtruding rocks, beauteous in moist 
mosses and spray-pearled lichens, In shadowy 
depths, moreover, they must now, naturally, be 
moaning and murmuring with plaintive tongue; 
and if they are not at the same time widening 
hither and yon into eddying pools, on whose 
tossing bosoms wanton foam-flecks rise and fall 
iu sensuous revel, then the gentle poet of the 
spring-time is a wan and sad-eyed liar. Such 
and all this being the case,” said enthusiastic 
Leonidas: “ it behooves me to go forth at once 
and secure the shadow ere the substance perish.”’ 

Whereupon he went out with his tripod and 
his camera, and bore down upon the sylvan 
suburbs of Jersey, casting an artistic eye about 
for choice bits, rare effects, masses of color, and 
other striking things which might have strayed 
away from the vocabulary of the callow art 
critic, to lie about loose on alien soil. As he 
strolled he mused. Imbued with that modest, 
shrinking and soulful timidity which marks the 
artist, he instinctively avoided those pastoral 
scenes from the neighborhood of which pre- 
monitory symptoms of the honest watch-dog 
were wafted to him on the bosom of the balmy 
breeze, and each soft impression of the land- 
scape that was heightened by such action as the 
soil-disturbing and mellifluous-voiced bull could 
bestow upon the picture he studied from afar. 

“ How Nature does smile to-day!’ said Leoni- 
das: “Oh, these beauties all! It exhilarates my 
inmost soul to drink them in! By the way, a 
reminder.” 

Leonidas drew the reminder from the inside 
pocket of his coat, It held a pint, and its top 
screwed off. It was surely a pleasant reminder; 
for, when Leonidas screwed the top on again, 
his face was wreathed in smiles. Ah! he had 
the true artistic sense, had Leonidas, 

And he mused as he walked, and rejoiced 
that he was able to keep at a safe distance all 
that endangered the serenity and peace of his 
contemplative soul, as well as his physical com- 
fort, when suddenly, at a turn in the quiet lane 
into which he had strolled, he came upon a 











group of citizens lying, in an advanced stage 
of masterly inactivity, along the wayside fence. 

“ Ah,” thought Leonidas: “honest and hard- 
working sons of the plow, doubtless, snatching 
a moment’s sweet forgetfulness from their long 
day of weary toil. I will steal me quietly by, 
and leave them in undisturbed possession of 
their much-needed rest.” 

But the hard-working sons of the plow did 
not appreciate Leonidas’s gentle consideration 
of their comfort. As the meandering artist was 
tip-toeing by the group, one of the party, with 
a fierce and stubby countenance, and grasping 
in his honest fist a stout and knotty club, arose 
from his siesta on the greensward, and advanc- 
ing toward Leonidas, said, in a husky voice: 

“Ah, there, Gussie! How does she head ?” 

Such unexpected familiarity pained Leonidas; 
yet he smiled benignly, and kept on his way. 
But the gentleman with the club sought further 
converse with him, and the others of the group 
came forward and obstructed the artist’s path. 
Then a big and growing fear took possession of 
his soul that the gentlemen surrounding him 
were not the honest and hard-working plowmen 
he had taken them to be, although it was plain 
that they were in habitual contact with the soil. 

As they stood about him, grim, ragged, dirty 
and leering, Leonidas, not knowing exactly 
what would be etiquette unde the circumstances, 
reached in his inside coat-pocket, and produced, 
with a trembling hand, the pleasant pint re- 
minder with a screw top, and passed it over, 
without a word, to the husky citizen with the 
club. ‘This movement was so unexpected that 
it took the fellow’s breath away. When he re- 
covered himself, he turned to his companions 
with a wink that brought his mouth and his eye 
in close communion, and said: 

“A angel, pards, with manna in the wilder- 
ness! Gussie, here’s yer mother-’n-law_ bald- 
headed, an’ yer wife never a widder!”’ 

From one to the other the reminder passed 
until its usefulness was gone, and Leonidas was 
toasted affectionately as Dear Clarence, Nibsy, 
My Gentle Swan, and Cull. Then he thanked 
the lively and social group, and essayed to pass 
on with a sickly smile and a trembling “ Good- 
day.” But the pleasant company of free and 
easy pilgrims would not hear of parting from 
Leonidas yet. One grim-looking citizen, who 
had music in his soul, took hold of the shrink- 
ing artist’s shoulder, and yelled in his ear: 





“«Shpiel ’em up, cully! Shpiel!” 

“Yes, dear Clarence!’ exclaimed another: 
“Tune up yer three-legged ’cordeon, an’ kind 
o’ soothe us with a melojus note or two.” 

Then, when Leonidas explained that his be- 
loved Anthony outfit was not a producer of 
melody, but simply instruments for the pleasure 
and instruction of the amateur artist in photog- 
raphy, the citizens drew closer to him, and said 
in chorus: . 

“ Oh-h-h! ain’t—that—nice!” 

“I am here for a day’s outing,”’ said Leoni- 
das: “and am gathering gems of nature with 
the camera,”’ 

“ Now ain’t it lucky nor nothin’ that we hap- 
pened along, then, Gussie ?”’ said the man with 
the club: “ We’re jest the gems o’ nature that 
yer lookin’ for. P’int yer gun on us an’ gether 
us in,” 

Then for an hour Leonidas was kept busy 
posing and photographing the jocose party. 
‘They insisted on being taken singly, in couples 
and in groups. ‘They obliged the gentle, trem- 
bling and perspiring Leonidas to pose them in 
the tableaux of the Dying Gladiator; Ajax De- 
fying the Lightning; Eve Tempting Adam, in 
which the man with the club personated Eve; 
the Barefoot Boy, and a score of similar sub- 
jects, until the artist’s stock of plates was ex- 
hausted. 

Then the lively group demanded their pic- 
tures, ordering dozens of them in all styles, and 
insisting that the orders be filled at once, be- 
cause they had no time to wait. ‘The explana- 
tions of the unfortunate amateur that he could 
not perfect the pictures there had no effect on 
the impatient patrons of art, and they were 
about to dump the protesting Leonidas and his 
outfit into the ditch when two men in a wagon 
came driving along. Leonidas had gathered 
his kit together, and without a word he tossed 
it into the wagon as it came by, and threw him- 
self in after it. 

“Nature may have worn a pleasant smile to- 
day,”’ said he, after he had explained his situa- 
tion to the men in the wagon: “her smile may 
have been extremely pleasant; but she'll have 
to be audibly laughing when | come to Jersey 
again to woo her as an amateur photographer, 
and I want you to believe it.” 








-A DIFFERENCE IN LIVERS. 


yeN 





‘*No, sir,” remarked the irate customer, banging the 
bottle down upon the drug-store show-case: ‘*I don’t 
want any more of Pott’s Liver Cure.” 

‘«It’s a very good remedy, sir,” suggested the clerk, 
timidly, 

*©Yes; maybe it is for Pott’s liver, Probably it is. 
But it wasn’t worth a cuss for mine,” 
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PARTICULAR PARAGRAPHS. 


‘RMONICAS are now the rage with 
small boys. There is no mu- 
sic in the harmonica, It 
ought to be called the dis- 
cordia; but, at the same 
time, we are glad that 
the small boy plays 
upon it. Because if 
he were not playing 
the ,harmonica, he 
would be playing 
on the drum, which 
is almost as unmu- 
sical an instrument, 
and makes more 
noise. Or he would 
be shouting or drawing a stick along the fence, 
or doing something else more distressing, if 
possible. ‘lhe beauty of the harmonica is that 
it twists the boy’s face out of shape, and puckers 
up his mouth, rips the skin off his lip, and 
plants a blister on his tongue. And when play 
ing it he usually sits still, and then it is easier to 
draw a bead on him with a gun, 

AN EXCHANGE says that sunflowers are grown 
in Wyoming ‘Territory for fuel. In Heaven’s 
name, let Oscar Wilde be informed of this 
profane utilitarianism at once. It may induce 
him not to visit America this summer, as he 
has threatened to do. 











THE ONE-LEGGED MAN cannot play polo, but 
he can travel around with a blue army over- 
coat and a hand-organ for years, and make 
enough money to start a public polo-ground. 
The race is not always to the swift. 

A DAKOTA LAWYER-EDITOR announces that 
he “cannot live on wind.” ‘This seems a great 
pity, because there is so much wind in Dakota 
that a person can have for the mere asking. 


ALWAYS BE CAREFUL, in riding a fresh young | 
bicycle, that you don’t fall and run over your- | 
Such an occurrence might seriously in- | 

in the pocket, 


self, 
jure your self-respect. 












































CaPITALIst.—Jove, he’s right, more pay and fewer hours. 


| table. 
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NorFOLk, Va., claims the largest strawberry 
crop this year of any since she embarked in 
the industry. ‘Ihis is merely a delusion; the 
crop is just the same as usual, but the baskets, 
owing probably to inclement weather, have 
grown smaller. 





THE YEARLY EXPorTS of umbrellas from Eng- | 
land are valued at £581,000. ‘This amount of | 
money would not pay for one-third of the 
American umbrellas stolen from church vesti- 
bules in one season, 





Ir 1s easier for a camel to go through the 
knee of an idol than for a young man to go 
through a church-fair without being compelled 
to buy tickets in the raffle of seven pin-cushions 
stuffed with bran. 


In HarLan Country, Kentucky, the murders 
just about equal the births. So the rumor that 
Harlan County is not holding its own lacks 
confirmation. 

ACCORDING TO Webster’s Dictionary, a wind- 
bore is the lower or bottom pipe in a lift of | 
pumps in amine; but in real life it is simply | 
a book-agent. 

‘THE PRIZE-FIGHTERS of to-day are such a set 
of blowers that it would not be a bad idea for 
them to form themselves into a grand debating 
society. a 

Ir you want to find out how easily some men 
can lie, just ask a druggist to oblige you with a 
postage-stamp without previously buying some- 
thing else. 

IF A BAR-TENDER lives in a boarding-house, 
ands doesn’t want to give his business away, he 
should be careful how he stirs his coffee at | 


A THING THAT should be more to the point 
is an expressman’s pencil, 








A DOLLAR IN the bank is worth two dollars 


PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. 
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CUPID, THE BOOK-AGENT. 


Nor will I see his pleading eyes; 
I know him, for his lips are red; 


I know the sheen of every curl; 
And can’t deceive a Vassar girl! 


Love spectacled his sapphire eyes, 


He started out in early spring, 


As she tripped onward, loitering 
Among the grasses lush and wet 


With cooling moisture of the dew. 
He opened wide a musty tome; 
I wish (he said) to show to you 
A parchment I[listory of Rome; 


And here is Bacon bound in calf, 
And Browning in a vellum vest; 

Here ’s Emersen in sheep, at half 
The usual price—and all the rest. 


The maid selected one small book, 
And clasped it with a tender touch; 
It ’s T. B. Aldrich that I took, 
But, sir, I think you ask too much! 


I do love books (she sighed), and, oh! 
How few of them I can possess! 
Love’s heart began to throb and glow; 

He felt the hidden arrows press 


His tender flesh; he threw aside 
‘The spectacles, his best disguise: 
If you will touch my hand (he cried), 
And only look within my eyes, 


These books are yours, fair Vassar maid! 
Oh, do not turn away your head, 

And look so cold! be not afraid, 
For I am only Love! (he said). 


The maiden's cheeks were all aflame; 
She coyly pressed his finger-tips, 

Then down she bent (and who shall blame?) 
And swiftly kissed his rose-red lips! 


ANTHONY E, ANDERSON. 


Ne eee SS —_ 





SSAA 


LABORER,—Faix, ’tis a worry and a torment he has, after all. 


Wit L not touch Loye’s hand (she said), 


He shali not take me by surprise. 
I know his eyes are blue (she smiled), 


Ah, Love (she said), you are a child, 


And dressed himself in sober black; 
Ho, ho! (he laughed) in this disguise 
I ’ll hide the arrows on my back! 


And in the fields the maiden met, 
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THE SILENT SOUTH. 





Puck’s PIcroRIAL DEFINITION OF A POPULAR PHRASE. 








CURRENT COMMENT. 





A Lump Jos—An Engagement with John L, 


JAEHNE'S PICTURE will shortly be eligible for 
a starch advertisement. 


CCORDING TO Herr Most’s manifesto, what 
the Anarchists want is—Nothing. They ought 
to get it. 


In two weeks more straw hats will be out, 
and then it will be safe to be seen on the street 
with a tennis-racket under your arm, 


WHEN A MAN strikes for eight hours’ work,. 


you may rest assured he is not a Socialist. If 
he were, he would not strike for eight hours’ 
work. 


Now THAYr moving is pretty well over and 
houses put to rights, the manufacturers of court- 
plaster and Jiniment are running their establish- 
ments on half-time. 


‘THE SMALL Yorkshire swine illustrated by a 
wood-cut in the American Agriculturist have 
stub-noses and cork-screw tails, like pug-dogs, 
But then they have.such fine high intellectual 
foreheads that the average seer will put them 
down as professors of hog-Latin—the language 
of Cincinnati. 





| and hair-cutting for some time to come. 
he won’t be talked to death by the barber, and 





‘THE BALANCE of pow-wow is held by the 
Apaches. — Norristown Herald. No doubt; 
but-the spitz-dog retains the right bow-wow. 


Henry BErGH, it is said, is now taking steps 
to prevent Chicago horse-railroads running bob- 
tail cars in fly-time. While. we believe Mr. 
Bergh to be actuated by humane principles, we 
still insist that it is much better for the restless 
little fly to crawl on the car-horse‘than on suf- 
fering humanity. a 
Ir won’r cost Jaehne anything for shaving 
And 


have to wait two hours for his turn, and not be 
able to get his hands on a morning paper. He 
also will not run the risk of getting cholera 
from an over-dose of green corn and water- 
melon, And in the winter he will get more 
rock and hammer than rock and rye. 


IN CASE police patrol-wagons are introduced 
in New York, it has been asked what rank will 
they have in the matter of precedence of street- 
vehicles. ‘This, of course, will depend chiefly 
on circumstances, When on duty, they are likely 
to have the same rights as mail-wagons or fire- 
engines; when used to convey Police Commis- 
sioners to base-ball grounds, their rigitts will be 
the same as any other private vehicle. 


DANSKE DANDRIDGE wishes, in Good Cheer 
for May, that his heart was a nest in a storm- 
tossed tree, and that some lone bird would come 
and rest in it, ‘hat is where Danske differs 
from us, We should greatly prefer to have our 
heart turned into a nice brown slice of toast, 
and have plump, luscious quail light on it broiled. 
But Danske is a poet, and probably knows just 
what kind of rapture it would be to have birds 
laying eggs in his heart. Perhaps he would also 
like to have his heart turned into a bird’s-nest 
pudding. Ah, Danske, don’t you know that your 
blood couldn’t circulate up through a nest in a 
tree, and that doctors would object to climbing 
the tree to make a cardiac examination, and 
that while your were selling suspenders some 
day a boy might fire at a bird and put a load 
of shot through your metamorphosed heart, and 
you would drop dead in the middle of a sale? 
Your heart turned into a nest, eh? Why not 
hang your lungs up full of water and plant 
seeds in them, and have a novel hanging-garden ? 





IMPORTED IMPUDENCE. 
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VoIceE FROM Anove.—Julia, it’s ten o’clock. 


JuLiaA.—Thanks, Mum. 


Please be afther letting me know when it’s cleven. 
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SPRING. 


THE TRAMP REJOICES. 

PPRING! ’Tis now the spicy Spring 

\ - That calls me forth to wandering— 

{To rural peace—nomadic ease— 

&.$ Mid flow’ry meads and shady trees, 

~ From out the baleful city slum 

With jocund heart to-day I ’ve 
‘come, 

The Winter, aye, my mortal foe, 

Is fled with all its train of woe. 

Farewcll the barbed boreal blast; 

Farewell the long distracting fast; 

4 Farewell the scorn, or rank al use; 

Farewell the rough, inhuman use; 

Farewell the unzsthetic bed 

‘Where I ’ve been wont to lay my 
head. 

Farewell the fearful howling dreams; 

Farewell the Socialistic schemes— 

The desperate thoughts of arson, loot, 

With bloody massacre, to boot. 

Farewell the gnawing, deep despair; 

Farewell the wild and haggard air; 

Farewell the suicidal mood, 

The child of dark vicissitude. 

In fine, the climax for to top, 

l'arewell the Justice and the ‘cop’! 

They ’re past. And now, all hail, O Spring! 

That doth to me such largess bring. 

The smiling country open—free, 

That ever seems to welcome me, 

The balmy zephyrs from the West, 

The sweet impromptu nightly nest, 

Or in the hay-rick, or the grass; 

The crystal river for my glass, 

(Though fain am I for to confess 

1°11 seldom need its aid to dress). 

The chicken-broil within the wood— 

Good sooth! but how it will be good! 

The roasted pork in rustic hall, 

With apple-* sass ”’—not bad at all. 

Or else—where’er the lord ’s away— 

The dole of cash and raiment gay. 

The grateful draft of rum and gin, 

Or even beer, at village inn. 

The calm siesta in the shade, 

The song of bird or milking maid, 

The active brain—the lusty limb, 

The eye no longer bleared and dim, 

The mind released from every care, 

The aspect calm and debonair. 

In fine, the sense of freedom and— 

Dominion almost o’er the land! 

F. MUNAN. 










FINDING A READY SALE. 


— (40 druggist).—1 have a preparation 

here, sir, which you will be glad to have 
on hand. 
the trade, 

Druccist.— What is it for ? 

AGENT. —"Touching up postage-stamps. A 
very little of it applied to the back of a postage- 
stamp creates a feeling of nausea the moment 
it comes in contact with the tongue, and your 
customer at once calls for a dose of medicine 
to allay this stomachic irritation. It makes 
postage-stamps a very profitable line of goods 
to handle. 

Druccist.—Put me down for a dozen boxes, 
and Ill try it. 


I am selling large quantities of it to 





NOT HIS STYLE. 


— STATESMAN,—You say you offered him 
ten thousand dollars ? 

SECOND STATESMAN.—In cash. 

F. S.— No one saw you? No chance of be- 
ing found out ? 

S. S.—None. 

F. S.— And he refused it ? 

S. S. (dz¢terly).—He did. And that isn’t the 
worst of it; he raised such a row that the whole 
snap was bust. 

F. S. (with intense disgust).—Well, what 
could you expect of a man that got his office 
just because he could pass a civil-service ex- 
amination? What this government wants is 


| practical statesmanship. ‘That’s why I’m down 


on these Mugwumps. 


BIG BUTTONS. 
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PIuTE CiilkF (02 @ vistt in Washington).—* Shields to 
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BEGINNING WORK. 





IGARETTE MANUFACTURER 
(to young woman applt- 
cant). — Have you ever had 
any experience in making 
cigarettes ? 

YounGc Woman.--No, sir. 

C. M.—H’m; what size 

shoe do you wear? 

Y. W.—Twos. 

C. M-—We will give youa 
| trial. 
| _Y¥. W.— Thank you, sir. 
| What shall I do first, sir ? 
| C. M.—Have your photo- 
5 | graph taken. 


THEY PREFER TO RIDE. 


REASURER OF BOYCOTTERS’ 
AssociaTIONn (40 Wadlking- 
Delegate).—Have you a list 
of your expenses ? 
W ALKING-DELEGATE.— Yes, 
sir. Eighty cents car-fare and 
sixteen dollars carriage-hire. 





| 5 hee GREATEST DRAWBACK 
| to the beer season is the 


the right of them, New two-pound glass that 


shields to the left of them; white women all warriors, white men all squaws.” holds a gill sample. 


THE MESSENGERS OF FATE. | 


| 





| 

Shes are still a few people treading the crust | 
of this hemisphere who honestly believe | 

that peacock-feathers are harbingers of all man- | 
ner of ill luck, Mr. Bungerly, a believer in 
this superstition, called on his friend Mr. Plunk 
the other evening. Mr. Plunk had his house 
profusely decorated with the alleged trouble- 
breeders, and Mr. Bungerly talked so long and 
earnestly about the terrible misfortune that must 
certainly fall upon the household if it continued | 
to harbor the fated plumage of Satan, that Plunk 
actually imagined he saw before him one of the 
most realistic panoramas of ruin and desolation | 
that the brain of man could conceive. 

He vividly saw himself going from door to | 
door “selling lead-pencils. He heard his little | 
ones, gaunt and pale, crying piteously for bread. 
He saw his wife with a pail and scrubbing- 
brush asking for work. ‘The cold perspiration 
was standing out on his forehead like glass agates, 
and chills of a Baffin’s Bay temperature were 
playing up and down his back like kittens. He 
was aroused from his harrowing reverie by Mr. 
Bungerly’s remark that ‘The future happiness 
of yourself and your family depends on it.” 

After a lapse of ten minutes Bungerly took 
his departure. Mr. Plunk proceeded at once 
to divest the house of its prismatic plumage, 
and after tying the feathers into a bundle, he 
hurled the bundle into the furnace. He retired 
feeling that he was on the verge of a new life, 
anid slept as peacefully as a child. 

In the bright a. M. he was rudely awakened 
by the lady he promised to love and protect, 
picturesquely arrayed in one of his coats and a | 
pair of rubber boots. At first he imagined he 
was in Venice, as the bed was floating dreamily 
about the room, After the Venetian halluci- 
nation had flitted away, which was in about the 
millionth part of a second, he discovered that 
a pipe had burst in the bath-room overhead. 
He yelled for the hired-girl; but she was too | 
busy bailing the water out of her trunk in the | 
basement to hear anything. This wild scene of | 
devastation was punctuated by the plaster of | 
the ceiling below falling in installments on the | 
piano and dric-d-drac with the regularity of a | 
minute-gun, 





| with soap, but it refused to be plugged. 


| ing through its teeth at his misfortune. 


| shortly with the plumber, and the flow of water 


| that when that old bald-headed fool with the 


He hastily drew on his trousers and a pair of 
arctics, and waded up to the headwaters of the 
deluge. The room looked like the Geyser Springs 
of Colorado. He tried in vain to plug the hole 
The 


| stream had now increased in size, and was ener- 


getically playing at an angle of forty-five de- 
grees on the wall-paper, the colors of which 
were fast melting into each other, resembling 
very much a painting by one of the old masters. 
As the water rushed through the aperture in the 
pipe, it made a loud, hissing noise, as if laugh- 
Seeing 
that this dallying meant ruin, he rushed down- 
stairs, and quickly donned a black-and-yellow- 


| striped smoking-jacket and the first hat that 
| came to his hand, which hopelessly failed to 


add the least atom of dignity to his appearance. 
as it happened to be his daughter’s red “ ‘l'am,” 
which in the hurry had assumed a very rakish at- 


| titude. But when a man is going for a plumber, 


under these circumstances, he rarely stops to 
consider whether an opera-hat or a Derby would 
be the more appropriate. | 

He ran wildly down the street, performing | 
as he went the functions of a sprinkling-cart, | 
as the water that had collected in his boots and | 
trousers was pumped out into a very substantial | 
Scotch mist, through which his radiant costume | 
shone like a summer rainbow. He returned 


was quickly staunched. 

After Mr. Plunk had changed his personal 
appearance from that of a Spanish pirate to that 
of an ordinary business-man, he hurried out, 
without a word, into the roar of the cold, busy 
metropolis. In about eight minutes he returned 
with four large bunches of peacock-feathers, 
which he distributed with a lavish hand from 
cellar to garret, not so much to produce an ar- 
tistic effect as to be thoroughly aware that they 
were on the premises, He then told the servant 


hair growing out of his ears called again, to 
tell him that Mr. Plunk was out, and that she 
didn’t know when he would be back, and also 
to tell him to request his wife to return that silk 
basque with the lace sleeves and ruching she 
borrowed when she had her picture taken. 


W. C. Gipson. 





} to hear this, 
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PUCK’S VIEWS AND REVIEWS. 


“A ‘Tale of a Lonely. Parish.” There have been 
some mean misstatements concerning this book. The 
scene is not laid in Copiah County, and the plot is not 
artificially hatched. It is not a sensational novel, but is 
a charming, idyllic portraiture of life in Vhiladelphia 
during the last quarter of the nineteenth century. 

“A Mental Struggle.” In this her last novel, the 
‘* Duchess ” in very transparent fiction describes her own 
fierce but vain battling with softening of the brain. 

‘fn a Grass Country.” The reader must not avoid 
this book on the assumption that it is by the author of 
** Success with Small Fruits.” It is a thrilling novel of 
life in the Blue Grass Region of Kentucky, and is there- 
fore ‘* strong in incident.” 

‘© A Desperate Chance.” The title is misleading. 
is not a romance of the Louisiana lottery. 

«* Heraldry, English and Foreign,” is an encyclopaedic 
work, displaying the trade-marks of American aristoc- 
racy, as well as those in use in the effete monarchies. In 
doing this it supplies a * long-felt want.” We find here 
the armorial bearings of many Knights of Labor. The 
Powderly arms are: On a field, savg.,a knight rampant, 
engine statant, crest, head in halter; supporters, Capital 
and Labor, rampant, regardant; motto: Strike but 
hear me.” We were also attracted by the Butler coat- 
of-arms: On a field, az., a sallier of two spoons, argent, 
surmounted by beast dormant (one eye open). It ap- 
pears that the armorial legend of the Irons family is: 
‘¢ Strike while the Iron ’s hot.” 


We are pleased to hear that Mr. Astor's * Valentino” 
is growing in favor, the second dozen having been sold, 





It 


General Logan’s Ilistory is on our table, and 
promises to take high rank among the noted works of 
fiction. 

it is said that, jealous of Hugh Conway’s prosperity, 
Victor Hugo has begun writing again. We are pained 
We always had a very good opinion of 
Mr. Hugo, and we should be sorry to see him injure his 
reputation at this late day. 

Having read three pages of ‘* The Bostonians,” we 
think Henry James should have a kettle tied to his tale, 

“«T sometimes think,’’.says Ella Wheeler Wilcox in 
her new novel: “that God must be a woman, Iie is 
expected to forgive so much.”? We don’t believe he will 
ever forgive that, Ella. 

The title of a new English magazine is Py emethems, 
Of course, it’s Bound.” — Hl orcester Spy. Well, the title 
of a Hebrew newspaper is Yerusalem. Of course, it’s 
Delivered, But what of it ? 


TIME: EARLY DAWN. 


“Mosh ’straordinary! I’ve pulled s’ bell more ’n four 


” 


timesh, ’n’ nob’y comesh!” |The children had left one 


of those return-balls tacked on the front door. ] 
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DECORATION-DAY IN THE NATIOn 


“Hark! how the sacred calm that breathes around, 
Bids every fierce, tumultuous passion cease; 
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E NATIONAL POLITICAL CEMETERY. 


In still, small accents whispering from the ground, 
A grateful earnest of eternal peace.” 


BESON. 

















218 








Mr. Gee Haucu (from Fersey’) —Wa-al, I'll be gosh-dinged ’f th’ folks in this church ain’t boun’ ter be 


good ‘n comfortable, anyhow! ” 


TO T. V. POWERLY, G. M. W. K. L. 





he ‘TERENCE: I make use of the privilege 
to which, as one of your own craft, I am 
fairly entitled, in addressing you thus familiarly. 
I, like you, was at one short period of my life 
a machinist. I recall as though it were but this 
morning before breakfast the time when I 
sported with the lively lathe, the ponderous 
planer, the giddy gagger, the delirious drill and 
the various other boon companions of the 
machine-shop whose names will readily recur 
to you. I contemplate with tender reminis- 
cence the livid scars on my left hand, which 
latter I heedlessly introduced into the ravenous 
maw of a piston-head I was boring out, getting 
it caught between the side of the hole and the 
boring-arbor that ran through it. (You have 
probably had some similar experience yourself, 
Terence, as I have never known a machinist 
yet who was not either deficient in fingers, or 
else bore upon his person a memento of some 
thrilling moment when he felt his flesh and bones 
crunch between relentless iron jaws. Ugh!) 
Ah, those were indeed glorious days; but 
they were not to last. I had been in the works 
scarcely fifteen months, six as an apprentice 
and nearly nine as a journeyman—see howspry 
I was at learning the trade, ‘l'erence—when all 
at once the works failed up. ‘That event 
changed my destiny completely. ‘Ihe other 
hands sought employment in repair-shops and 
at running boilers in tripe-factories, etc., but I 
got discouraged and directed my talents in 
altogether different channels. And so, instead 
of being foreman of a shop on wages of four 
dollars a day, which was then my darling ambi- 
tion, you now behold me, a disappointed man, 
dragging out a miserable existence in this 
fashion. ' 
Now, Terence, why did those works fail up? 
It was not through mismanagement; it was not 
for the proprietor to make money; it was not 
because I was there. It was simply from lack 


| 
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of work. For it is a well-established truism 
that works caanot run without work any more 
than a watch can run without works. But why 
was there no work? Ah, ‘Terence, you now be- 
hold me rise in the majesty of my omniscience 
and point an accusing finger at the Moloch 
that has devoured all our “infant industries ” 
intrusted to his care—the Protective ‘l'ariff. 

Yes, I look upon this high tariff as the, primal 
cause of all the workingman’s woes in this coun- 
try. When it was called a War-Tariff, and the 
tax-money was used to save the country from 
ruin, why, then there was some excuse for it. 
But now that it is a benefit to nothing but 
monopoly, and a curse to everything else, I think 
I can safely say that the sooner we vote it down 
the quicker. It has destroyed our merchant- 
marine, and with it the noblest calling that man 
ever followed. All admit that. It has also pre- 
vented me from becoming a machinist. Is it 
any wonder that I hate it? 

I do not address you as a Knight of Labor, 
Terence, as I have not as yet received the ac- 
colade from any Master ‘linker, and been told 
that my mission henceforth is to strike when he 
sounds the whistle. In fact, I am a very hum- 
ble scab. I tell you plainly that there is too 
much tom-foolery about your order to suit an 
every-day citizen like myself. Besides, your 
head men in my district are all Greenback 
gunes and Ben Butler beats, who are so happy 


| at again having office and a hall to talk in, that 


they dance all over a fellow’s feet for joy. No, 
‘Terence, I cannot conscientiously become a 
Knight; but if you will run for Congress on a 
Free-Trade ticket, 1 will take the stump in your 
behalf. But,on the other hand, if you persist 
in impeding the progress of this country by 
permitting strikes and boycotts, I will fall upon 


you in my wrath and crush you to impalpable | 


Powderly. 
Hoping you are otherwise doing well, I sub- 
scribe myself, Yours, etc., 
EKE YOUNG. 
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AN OFFICE LYRIC. 


HIs is breezy rose-crowned June, 
Don’t shut the door! 
Birdlets now are all in tune, 
Don’t shut the door! 
Now sweet maids are reading books 
In the blossom-shaded nooks, 
By the babbling, plashing brooks, 
Don’t shut the door! 


Lambkins gambol on the mead, 
Don’t shut the door! 

Gardeners are planting seed, 
Don’t shut the door! 

Vernal breezes roam the dell, 

Toying with the flower-bell, 

And the strawberry-vender’s yell, 
Don’t shut the door! 


Now the summer-time is come, 
Don’t shut the door! 

And the bumbles loudly hum, 
Don’t shut the door! 

This is breezy golden June, 

And all nature is in tune— 

If you ‘d miss our Oxford shoon, 
Don’t shut the door! 








HIS SYSTEM RUN DOWN. 


GENTLEMAN who writes poetry for the Sun- 
day newspapers tells this story: 

“On my way home yesterday afternoon, I 
stepped into a lager-beer saloon to see what 
time it was. While there an altercation occurred 
between the bar-tender and a customer, which 
resulted in the former hitting the latter with a 
beer-glass, cutting his face badly. 

“ Now,” continued the gentleman: “I am 
not fond of such sights, but I’ve been writing 
so much poetry lately about daffodils, and blos- 
soms, and leafy bowers, and tender grasses, and 
violet night-skies, and silver stars, etc., that I 
resolved to have a good look at that unfortu- 
nate man’s face, just to see if it wouldn’t thicken 
me up a little.” 


TIPS ON TOPMOST TOPICS. 
7 Is the time of the year that you employ a 
professional gardener to set flowers around 
your place. ‘The gardener comes and does the 
digging and making of the beds in your pres- 
ence, and then waits until you are absent from 
home to put in the plants. He does this in 
order that he may put in coleuses where you 
told him to put geraniums, and substitute 
English ivy for Virginia creeper, and leave out 
the lemon-verbena entirely, and get the most 
valuable plants all right in front of the cellar- 
window, through which the coal is dumped. 





THE DOGWOOD blossoms white as snow 
Now flutter in the stream, 

And rosy Nature seems to know 
Her dreamiest golden dream. 

The garden ’s rich with rippling song 
And flower-incense freight, 

Until the iceman comes along 
And swindles you in weight. 





IN THE current issue of the Christian Union 
is an article entitled ‘‘ How to Pack a Trunk.” 
The proper way to pack a trunk is to sit down 
in an easy-chair and watch your wife do it. 





A MOSQUITO RECENTLY broke his probe off 
close to the hilt while attempting to bore 
through a portrait of a bald-headed individual. 





‘THE MORAL householder, on having his place 
put in order for the summer, learns that even 
sods are not dirt-cheap. 


Ir is to be hoped that this country will not 
become involved in a war with Canada over a 
few angle-worms. 
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- like the chickens they take to market. 











THE BUCOLIC 
POT-HUNTER. 





GREAT many people 
of an:angling and | 
gunning turn of 
mind are habitually 
complaining that 
they can see no birds 
to shoot or fish to 
catch anywhere in 
this vicinity. They 
say the whole coun- 
try is fished out and shot out, and that all the 

game-birds and game-fish they. see are in the | 
market. | 

It seems that the farmers are to blame. When 
they are not chasing bulls and yanking widow’s 
weeds out of the turnip-field, they are busily | 
engaged in killing birds for bonneteers, ani 
catching fish, that there may be none left for 
any one else to catch. 

If there are any fish in the waters about their 
farms, they put up a sign informing passers that 
trespassers wi!l be prosecuted. If they can’t 
fish themselves, they don’t want any one else to. 
‘They would rather have the fish die of old age, 








After the farmer gets through with his day’s 
work, he goes out and spears fish in the moon- 
light. If there is no moon, he uses a tallow- 
candle. If he is too mean to buy a candle— 
and he is, if he’s a Jersey farmer—he sticks a 
fire-fly on the end of his nose, and starts off in 
a flat-bottomed boat. In shallow water they 
draw a barbed-wire fence, and catch fish like 
cattle, 

It is reported that a sporting club is to be 
organized not a great way from New York for 
the suppression of these bucolic pot-hunters. We 
should like to see such an organization in every 
country of every state in the Union. But we 
fear they would all fail, just as we fear the 
rumored one will if it is ever formed. You can- 
not suppress a pot-hunter. You have got to 
annihilate him if you would be entirely free of 
him. 

We would, therefore, suggest that the sport- 
ing club which we have heard is about to be 
organized would send a member to the Legis- 
lature, for the purpose of endeavoring to have 
a farmer’s game-law passed to make it legal 
to shoot farmers at certain seasons of the year— 
from, say, the first.of September to the first of 
January. This would be a sport equal to ele- 
phant-hunting. 

Sportsmen could get up early in the morning, 
and lie in wait for the farmers at their door-steps, 
and spear them from behind the lilac-bush, and 
shoot them as they come out. ‘They could also 
climb into trees, and shoot them out of their 
plough-seats. Decoy farmers might be made 
and set in the melon-patch to draw the farmer 
into the moonlight to save his crop, ‘Then the 
man in the tree could draw a bead on him with 
his double-barreled gun, bore two holes through 
him, and make him look like a pair of opera- 
glasses. 

Then there will be plenty of good fishing and 
shooting for every one. Kill the bucolic pot- 
hunter, and it will be easier to find quail than 
the toast; and a man will be sure, when he goes 
fishing, that his day’s luck is not going to con- 
sist of a last year’s hoop-skirt and an old tomato- 
can. ‘Then, when he tells of having caught a 
fifteen-pound pickerel, he will not be indicted 
for perjury, but be as firmly believed as though 


THE BUTTERFLY. 
SAGE. 
H, gayly-painted butterfly, 
O ‘Tell me, how fares the spring to-day? 
Do robins sing beneath the sky, 
And blossoms burst along the spray? 
BUTTERFLY. 
Well, now, suppose you just find out 
‘These various thiugs your mind would scan; 
I’m not employed to go about 
And get up news for you, old man, 
SAGE. 
Nay, tell me, creature fair and fine, 
Who carry freedom on your wings, 
How soon will mortals see the sign 
Of peace, and joy, and heavenly things? 
BUTTERFLY, 
The strikers are the chaps for you, 
They ’Il show you freedom—when it comes. 
I work twelve hours a dav, I do; 
Go on and ask those other bums! 
SAGE. 
Thou airy spirit, surely life 
To such as thee can bring but joy; 
Thou hast no turmoil, pain nor strife, 
No bitter gall, thy sweets to cloy. 
; BUTTERFLY. 
Old man, pull down your time-worn vest; 
If you have any mundane cares, 
Just let your optics on them rest— 
In English, mind your own affairs! 
SAGE. 
Nay, butterfly, yet pause awhile, 
I would with thee to speak presume— 
Canst tell why Nature wears a smile, 
While man must mourn in woe and gloom? 
BUTTERFLY. 
Good ancient, ere I swiftly flee, 
A secret I will here disclose— 
There ’s one thing you caz learn of me: 
To keep your mouth in sweet repose. 


7 ° Ear E. Lyte. 








he said he caught nothing. 








Fasnion Nove.—Stripes are likely to be 
fashionable among Aldermen this summer. 


_ AFTER ALL, it is not strange that “ ‘The Ma- 
rine”? should be a great sparrer. 
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| A NATURAL DEVELOPMENT. 





WHAT’S IN A NAME? 
W'™ (looking up from the paper).—That’s 
a book I’d like to read—* Old Wells Dug 
Out,” by Talmage. It must be just splendid, 
HusBAND (who is an agnostic)—No doubt 
of it, my dear; that’s just about what he’s fit for, 








AN HONEST ACKNOWLEDGEMENT. 
Mrs. Ocpen.—General, that was a dazzling parade yersterday, The Government must be very liberal with new uni- 
forms and bright arms ? 
GeneRAt.—Really, ladies, the Government is unreasonably close in those matters, and if we had not learned to use 
your well known househo!d aid, Sapolio, our parades would lose much of their brightness. 


‘ THEFT OF REPUTATION. 

Theft is not confined to stealing money. Indced, that is the least common form of theft. Men who sell other chean scour- 
inz soaps when they a e asked for Sapolio (not unfrequently representing them to be the genuine article), steal our reputation, 
our money, our good name, and not this only—they cheat their customers. Honest merchants, honest purchasers, an honest 
trade and the honest community should turn away from all such practices, and determine not to cheat or be cheated. 


What is Sapolio? Itisa oct, bentrane cake of scouring soap, which has no equal for all scouring purposes except the 


laundry. To use it is to value it, 


hat will Sapoliodo? Why, it will clean paint, make oil-clo:hs bright, and give the floors, 


tables and shelves a new appearance. It will take the grease off the dishes, and off the pots and pans. You can scour the 

knives and forks with it, and make the tin things shine brightly. The wash-basin, the bath tub, even the greasy kitchen sink, 

will be as clean as a new pin if you use Sapolio. One cake will prove all we say. Be a clever housekeeper and try it. Beware 
626 


of imitations. There is but one Sapolio, Enoch Morgan’s 


ns Co., N. ¥. 
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Do YOU SHAVE 
YOURSELF? 





An exquisite soap producing a rich, mild 


shaving. Delicately perfumed with Attar 
of Roses. Each stick enclosed in a turned 
wood case covered with leatherette. 
OBTAIN IT OF YOUR DRUGGIST, OR 
SEND 25 CENTS IN STAMPS TO 
The J. B. WILLIAMS CO., 
529 Glastonbury, Ct., 
M’F’S FOR 50 YEARS OF “ GENUINE YANKEE”? SOAP. 


"DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and "th Aves., N. Y. 














Numbers 9, 10, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the 
English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents per 


Travelers, or those who shave at homeare | 
invited to try Williams’ Shaving Stick. | 


lather that will not dry on the face while | 





copy. In mailing please roll lengthwise. 


I Love My Love.—A /a Charles Mackay. 





I love my love, 
For fair is she, 
Besides, I know 
My love loves me. 
I also love 
My love because 
My love can paint 
A peachblow ‘ vaws.” 


A CORRESPONDENT wishes us to give some 
simple plan for mounting a picture. We have 
never had occasion to mount one; but we flat- 
ter ourselves that we know how it ought to be 
done. Put the picture in a stout frame, and 


_rest it in an upright position on the floor. ‘Then 


grasp an upper corner firmly with both hands, 
poise yourself securely on one foot, and elevate 
the other by throwing it carefully and dexter- 
ously over the other side. If the picture is very 
high—and foreign pictures come high often— 
use a horse-block in mounting.— Zexas Siftings. 

A MAN jumped off a railway train and sprang 
into a hack. 

“What hotel do you wish to go to?” asked 
the driver, 

“Tam an [rishman and have just arrived in 
this country, and—”’ 

“Ah, I see, you want me to take you to the 
polls.’—Arkansaw Traveler. 

‘THE MopeErn DerFiniTion.—“ Papa, what do 
they mean when they say a man is qualified for 
Alderman ?”? 

“Well, my son, that depends, Ordinarily it 
means that his saloon is doing a big business,’’ 
—New York News. 


Doctor.—-Yes, Madam, I think you are over- 
worked. 

Patient.—But do look at my tongue, Doctor, 
and tell me why it looks so badly. 

Doctor.—Oh, that is also the result of over- 
work.—Wew Haven News. > 


A LITTLE girl of three years, noticing the 
lightning for the first time, came rushing to her 
mama, crying: 

“Oh, mama, did you see the sun flying by ?” 
— Babyhood. 

“ Dyspepsia,” said Carlyle: “kills poetic am- 
bition.” ‘The world owes dyspepsia a heavy 
debt, It is a pity that ‘ennyson’s stomach is 


| not a trifle weaker.—Arvhansaw Traveler. 


Before go ng to Sea, do not fail to provide yourself with a botile 
of Angostura Bitters. It is the be t remedy against Sea- 
sickness. Beware ure of imitatio: s. 





1886. 





“Merchants, Accountants, Artists and others 
who desire a SUPERIOR Pencil, can, by send- 
ing 16 cents to the EAGLE PENCIL CO., 
N. Y., (mention Puck,) obtain samples of their 
Specially Prepared Grade (Patented), 

EAGLE GOLD. 
Neither too Soft. 23 Neither too Hard. 
ROUND OR HEXAGON. 606 


THE CELEBRATED 


© btwn OF 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


(CHICACO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 


A. WEIDMANN & CO.,, 


306 Broadway, Cor. Duane Street, New York. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


| TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. 




















ach NGYGLES * = [INE perc Tuneay 


IC lV 
Hf >e MOST T EXTEN: Sizes & Prices 
SEND STAMP - 48 PAGE CATALOGUE 


UY largest Manufacturers inthe United States 


"GORMULLY & JEFFERY. 
6 CHICAGO,ILLS.3” 0. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES 
AND TRICYCLES. 
Many Improvements. 
Spring Catalogue Sent Free. 


THE POPE MFG. CO., 
597 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 


12 WARREN Street, New York. 
BRANCH HOUSES: } 115 WABASH AvENUE, CHICAGO. 
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OUR I886 


rf. 
e ri TENNIS BALL IS apoPred 


THE 
COLLEGE TENNIS ASSO" 


° WRIGHT & DITSON e 


580 WASH 


THE BEST PLAYERS 
USE OUR MODEL RACQUET 

THE “OCTAGON” | : 
OFFICIAL TENNIS RULES IO CENTS 
SEND ADDRESS FOR TENNIS PRICE LIST. 
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Puck's Job-Printing Department. 


Having taken possession of our new and commodious 
building, which has just been completed, we would re- 
spectfully state that we are now fully prepared and 
equipped to accept orders for every description of 


Printing, Electrotyping and Binding, 


The number of our presses has been increased, and we 


have also added to our already large assortment of type, 
and we feel fully assured that we can accommodate all 
as regards style, price and promptness. 

Heretofore we have been obliged to refuse many orders 
for job-work, as the limited space and facilities of our 
old quarters would not permit of our executing the work 
to our satisfaction. 

An order for a business-card and the printing of a 
weekly or monthly paper will receive equal consideration 
and attention. Estimates cheerfully furnished for either. 
Fine cut-work a specialty. 

KEPPLER & SCIIWARZMANN. 
PUBLISHERS OF “ PUCK,” 
S. W. Cor. of Houston and Mulberry Streets. 
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Toitet Soaps: 


‘You have demonstrated that a Zer-/ectly pure 
soap may be made. I, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the community in general 
the employment of your pure ‘ La Belle’ toilet 
soap over any adulterated article.” 








Is made from the choicest quality 
of stock, and contains a LARGE 
PERCENTAGE of GLYCERINE; 
therefore it is specially adapted for 


Toilet, Bath and Infants. ” 























MONARCH — 
SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS)» | 








THE LATEST LONDON SUCCESS, 
JOHN HAMILTON & Co.'s 


PATENT PORTABLE 


TROUSERS STRETCHER, 


Awarded SILVER MEDAL, 
London International Exhibition, 1884. 
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Y the use ot this Invention Trousers are soon restored 
to their original length and shape, and the objectional | 
“bagging at the knee” is dispensed with. 


The | ENSION is obtainéd bya SCREWED ROD. 
The Rod is jointed, and the whole can be packed 
in a case 17-in. by 6-in. 
Retail Price $2.50; Nickel Plated $5.00. 
None genuine unless stamped “ John Hamilton & Co.'s Patent.”’ 


_ Notice.—Manufacturers, sellers and buyers of Stretchers hav- | 
Ing screw-rod in combination with clamps, are he eby cautioned | 
that we shall defend our rights and prosecute allinfringers. Our 
SOLE AGENTS in the Unirep States (to whom ad// correspondence 
should be addressed) are: 


G. W. SIMMONS & CO., 
BOSTON, MASS. 
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TAPE WORM. | 


INFALLIBLY CURED with tw> spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 


H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


PILES Instant relief. Final cure in 10 days, and 
Y A4} Deo never returns. No purge, no salve, no sup- 
pository, Sufferers will learn of a simple remedy Free, by ad- 

dressing —_C. J. MASON, 78 Nassau Street, New York. 44° | 


DARLING Mabel’s zebra stocking 
Gently hangs across the tub; 
Brother Tom will find them useful 
When he starts his base-ball club. 
—Evansville Argus. 


‘A Boston base-ball club has four pitchers and 
only one umpire. This shows that the umpire 
lasts longer than he did when less science and 
more slugging was used in the national game.— 
NV. O. Picayune. 

A confirmed sufferer writes: ‘*I have no appetite.” 


Then he should try PicKINGs FROM PUCK, and secure the 
appetite of an ostrich. 





“ MOTHER,’’said little Ned, one morning, after 


having fallen out of bed: “I think I know why 
I fell out of bed last night. It was because I 
slept too near where I got in.’’ Musing a little 
while, as if in doubt whether he had given the 
right explanation, he added: “ No, that wasn’t 
the reason; it was because I slept too near 
where I fell out.”—Good Cheer. 

PICKINGS FROM POckK banish pain, allay aches, and 
quickly cure lame back, sciatica, lumbago, and all other 
external and internal aches and pains. 

BRABERY am no sign 0’ sense. De game-roos- 
ter will fight till he dies, bot he ain’t got ez 
much sense ez de guinea-chicken dat won’t 
fight nuthin’. 

Some preachers puts me in mine o’ er tailor 
dat makes er coat ter suit hisse’f, an’ den tries 
ter make ernuder man w’ar it whuther it fits him 
ur not. 

Dar ain’t nuthin’ filthier den er chicken nur 


9 


| cleaner den er cat; but I ain’t gwine ter fling 


erway de chicken ’ca’se it’s filthy, nur eat de 
cat ’ca’se it’s clean. 


Wid er woman dar ain’t er inch difference | 


twixt lub and hate. 

Er wise man may believe er liar wunst, but 
he ain’t gwine ter do it twice. 

Fur years an’ years de white man hab been 
teachin’ de nigger how ter die, but mighty few 
men hab been teachin’ him how ter lib. 

De fus man what does er thing, no matter ef 
some udder man does it better, is hil up ez de 
pusson ter praise. We allus think dat de fust 
flowers in the spring smell Ce sweetest.— Arkan- 
saw Traveller, 

PURCHASE a copy of PICKINGS FROM PuCK, and stop 
that cough.—Aav. 





Horsford’s Acid Phosphate. 
Admirable Results in Fevers. 

Dr. J. J. Ryan, St. Louis, Mo., says: ‘I invariably 
prescribe it in fevers; also in convalescence from wast- 
ing and debilitating diseases, with admirable results. I 
also find it a tonic to an enfeebled condition of the 
genital organs.” 


PEARLS 2% MOUTH. 





BEAUTY AND FRAGRANCE 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy and 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel. 





| 
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A predigested, non-irritating, easily ass milated food, 
recommeded by hundreds of physicians, nurses and 
mothers as the best ofall prepared foods. It soothes, 
corrects, and nourishes even in the worst case<. 
INFANTS thrive as when on mother’s milk. IN- 
VALIDS relish it. 

Sold by dr: ggists. Three s‘zes: 25 cts., 50 cts., 
$1.00. Send for circulars : n‘l testimonials. 

WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO., Burlington, Vt. 
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““ The Midge”’ is so delight/ul and fresh that many will want 
to put her in the same corner with “‘ Mrs, Nui.” 


THE MIDGE, 


By H. C. BUNNER, Editor of Puck. 


vol., T2mo., $1.00. 


“It warms the heart and touches with brighter colors the cold 
gray of an uneventful life to read a story of the affections—not 
passionate or disordered love which puts the whole world out of 
focus, but kindly, generous feeling, an unconscious sympathy 
with humanity in distress. 

** And tnis is the pleasure in store for those who read Mr. H. C 
Punner’s novel, ‘The Midge.’ There is not a touch in it of the 
modern cynicism which cheapens the individual life, none of the 
subtle class distinctions which American snobbery has invented, 
nor any gilded morality. It is the old-fashioned gospel of human- 
ity which deals gently with the erri.g, and holds out a hand toa 
brother in distress. It makes of a generous action not a self- 
denial, but something which adds a pleasure’and a richness to him 
who gives and him who receives. You close this story feeling 
that a narrow life on a common level may be filled with a genu'ne 
happiness unKnown, perhaps, among the favorites of fortune.’’— 
From L7/e, May 20th, 1886. 

** A clever and charming novelette. Through the story 
runs an exquisite thread of humor, which is always kindly and 
never intrusive. The pathetic passages contain some of the most 
genuine and appreciative bits of sentiment that have lately ap- 
peared in type.’’—N. ¥. World. 

*«*The Midge’ is unqualifiedly a success, It is a tenderly pa- 
thetic story, beautifully told, with a freshness and a humor both 
delightful.’ — Boston Courier. 625 


Sent, post paid, on receipt of price. 
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, 


743—745 Broapway, New York. 





’ rT] = " For ‘ten ‘cents in 
l \ ) stamps we will send 
a book co. taining: 
First, the complete 


words of the Mikado; Second, the music of all the best songs; 
Third, etchings of all the characters in the opera. These facts 
make it the best Mikado book published, but we send with it ten 
beautiful chromo cards besides, not defaced by having advertise- 
ments printed on the pictures. 609 


MACK PUBLISHING COMPANY, 
528 and 530 Washington Street, New York. 


BEFORE YOU BUY A BICYCLE 
WwW. CUM 


Of any kind, send stampto A. W. ° 
Dayton, Ohio, for large Illustrated rrice 
List of NEw_and SECOND-HAND MACHINES. »"%! 
Second-hand BICYCLES taken in exchange. 
BICYCLES Repaired and Nickel Plated. 








GRAND DISPLAY 


OF 


SUMMER SUTTINGS. 


CASSIMERES, WORSTEDS, SERGES, 





Domestic and Imported. Yet 
iat FO $20.00 
TTROUSERS “ Oy 660.6060 06 080000008 065 5.00 


Samples and Self Measurement Rules sent on request. 


WA Sealore 


Vos. 145, 147, 149 Bowery, 
and 
771 Broadway, Cor, Ninth Street. 


Estimates for Liveries and Uniforms cheerfully furnished. 


Numbers g, 10, 26, 76, 140, 154, 163 and 418 of the English Puck 
will be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. In mailing 
please roll lengthwise. 
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AN insurance examiner and adjuster, who 
was called upon to investigate a loss in Pitts- 
burgh, inquired of the policy-holder: ‘‘ Where 
were you when the alarm was given ?” “I vhas 
ashleep in my bedt.” “Did any one awake 
you?” “Vhell, my clerk comes und pounds on | 
der door, und says our shtore vhas gone oop.”’ 
“What did you do?” “I goes down to tele- 
graph to Boston to see if your insurance com- | 
pany vhas gone oop, too.””—L xchange. | 

If the night air is unwholesome, why do owls | 
live so long ?—Vational Weekly. 











BITTERS. 


excellent tizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
shale world, carer Dyeperl . it, Dirtben, Fever and Ague, and all i 
disorders of the Digestive Ores ns. A few drops imparts delicious 1avor 
to a glass ofchemnege _ to all oumuaer —*. By 5." 
beware of counterfeits, Ask your grocer or « rogeie 
aiticle, manufactured by DR J. G: B. SIEGERT & SONS. 

3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 
51 BROADWAY, N. Y, 


HIR FES), IMPROVED ROOT BEER. 
a Packages 25c. Makes 5 gallons of a deli- 
cious, sparkling and wholesome beverage. 


Se . by all drugaiets, or sent by mail on receipt of 25 cents. 
. E. HIRES, 48 N. DELAWARE AVE., Philadelphia, Pa. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 











The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


PERLE D’OR 
CHAMPAGNE. 




















DRY AND EXTRA DRY. 


178 | Duane Street, New York. 


Prospect Brewery, 


Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
I'ne highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this brew very is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its k-eping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence. 











First Prize Medal, 
Vienna, 1873, 






ers’ Articles, etc., wholesale and retail 
1 2 ¢@ y Street, and Vienna, Austria. Sterling Silver- 
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designs. Please mention Puck. 540 








Send one, se 7 three o or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best | 
Candies in the World. put upinhand- | 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure, Suitable 
for presents, Try itonce. | 


Address Cc. iP Madison Bt. onfectioner, 


78 Madison . Chi hicago. 


IF You “ARE MARRIED, or contemplate taking t this important 
step, we can send you information which yen ought to Know, and worth 
ys Valuable 16-page circular mailed free, by 

J. 8. OGILVIE, rf Rose Street, New York. 


Send 6c. for postage for free costly box of goods which 
will help all to more money than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers absolutely sure 


& Terms mailed free. Trur & Co., Augusta, Maine 





EDEN MUSHIE. 


Cc. WEIS, Manufacturer of Meer- | 
t. schaum Pipes, Smok- 
399 Broadway, N. Y. Factorics,€g Walker | 


mounted Pipes and Bowls made upinnewest | 


| 
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A SAILOR for sea, 
And a spinster for tea, 
A lawyer for talk and a soldier for fighting; 
A baby for noise, 
And a circus for boys, 
And a type-writer man to do autograph writing. 
A banker for chink, 
And a printer for ink, 
A leopard for spots and a wafer for sticking; 
A crack base-ball flinger, 
An opera singer, 
A shot-gun, a mule and a choir for kicking. 
—Brooklyn Eagle. 





SCHOOL-TEACHER.—“ What! a boy of your 
age doesn’t know the parts of speech ?” Boy,— 
“No’m,.”” SCHOOL-TEACHER.—“ Haven’t you 
ever heard of a noun?” Boy.—‘“ Oh, yes’m.” 
SCHOOL- TEACHER. —“ Well, what comes next ?”? 
Boy.—* Don’t know.” ScHooL - TEACHER.— 
“A pronoun. Now please remember that. 
‘Then there’s the verb. Now what follows that ?” 
Boy.—*‘A proverb.” — Zid Bits. 

Onto has four State Senators at large. They 
were not so elected; but they ran away pend- 
ing peanigntian. —N. 0. Picayune. 








He” 70 GET A HRALTHFUL 
AND PEARLY SKIN. 


lot of people (infants as well as adults) are troubled with humors 


which develop into unsightly blemishes on the skin. 


These 


need artificial aid, and there is nothing to equal Sulphur as an 


external application. 


This fact is recognized by all physicians, and 


the invention of GLENN'S SULPHUR SOAP, which they have 


highly endorsed, presents the Sulphur in a combination free from 


its objectionable features, peculiarly adapting it to the bath and 


the toilet. 
and morning, 


oiliness. 


it will soon free the skin from all 


When used in the bath regularly with friction night 


impurities and 


Rubbing with a coarse towel before applying the soap 


assists its action in opening the pores, inducing lithe, firm flesh, 


and a skin as smooth as satin. 


Beware of Initations. Mad 


If your druggist does not have GLENN’S SULPHUR SOAP, send 25 cents for a cake, or 75 cents for a box of 3 cakes, 
to the Proprietor, C. N, CritTentTon, 115 Fulton Street, N. Y. Mailed to any address, 
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55 ; WEST TWENTY-THIRD STREET. Open from 11 to 11. 
Latest Additions; MR. JAY GOULD and T. 


yong ge 50 cents. ‘Sunday, Admission, 25 cents. 
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CoE, Sylvia, let us meander, 
‘The vernal ozone will recruit us, 
, 


We ’ll ambulate over to yander 
And gather the trailing arbutus. 


Pray, don’t of the mistiness reason, 
The drench of the dawn wouldn’t suit us, 
But then it’s the thing at this season 
To gather the trailing arbutus. 
Doth Chloris not urge us to scamper, 
And to her convention depute us? 
So, e en though she turns on the damper, 
We ’1l hie for the trailing arbutus. 
Though no canadensis cornutus, 
Or purpureus convolvulutus, 
Nor yet the villose dianthutus, 
Do in their bright raiment salute us, 
There, ’s the trailing arbute, 
With its branches hirsute, 
And its leaves non-acute, 
Just beginning to shoot; 
So adjust your gum-boot 
And the other to suit, 
And I ’Il don my surtout, 
Then together we ‘Il scoot” 
For the lair of this trailing arbutus. 
— Yonkers Gazette. 
It will be of profound interest to scholars 
throughout this country, and especially those 
actively interested in educational affairs, to 


know that the ‘‘Amalgamated Association of | 


Leading American Humorists” has now in re- | @elphia. 


| for nurses? If they’re all like the ones you em- 


hearsal a Greek joke, the “ Pi Eta” of Aristo- 
phanes. ‘The simple movement in the Greek 
joke, which requires a severe Dorlan setting, 
without curtain or roof—somewhat, in this re- 


spect, resembling the setting of the prairie-hen, | 


which is supposed on this account to be of Hel- 
lenic origin—will be followed with Attic ac- 
curacy, the highest stage of treatment possible 
to be attained in the representation of a joke 
without a roof. The motive of the joke will 
turn on the altar of Birch and Bacchus, where 
it will probably stay. ‘he modulation of the 
Greek joke is perhaps the nearest approach to 
the diatonic scale, which should be a guide in 








pronouncing all jokes of the Dionysiac festival, 


and will convey to the unlettered auditor more 
clearly than words the reason for the great pop- 
ularity of the pie joke, even at this day. It may 
not be the pie joke of Aristophanes as Athens 
of two thousand four hundred years ago knew 
it and laughed over it; but it will show the 
chord attuned by the jester of all centuries, 
which moves by simple mirthful methods which 
the earliest jester discovered and the leading 
American humorist never outgrew. Aristo- 
phanes, we may add, was styled by his esteemed 
contemporaries “ the leading American humor- 
ist of Athens.” 


Very often, my son, it is the dread of punish- 
ment, rather than the punishment itself, that re- 
strains us from evil-doing. Many times a boy 
would gladly run away and go fishing on Sun- 
day if he could only get his father to thrash 
him in the morning before he sets out; then he 
could enjoy the whole long day without a pang. 
But when he has to wait until evening for it, 
the dread of that unknown ill that awaits him 
clouds all his skies and pitches all his songs in 
minor kcys. 

A “Home for Nurses”? is to be built in Phila- 
What’s the good of building a home 


ploy to look after your children, they'll never 


| stay there.—2. J. Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 





EBSTER’S 
Unabridged Dictionary. 


‘A LIBRARY IN ITSELF.” 


The Latest includes a Pronouncing 
Gazetteer of the World, over 25,000 
titles; Biographical Dictionary, 9700 
noted persons; 3000 Illustrations; 118,000 Words 

in its vocabulary, being 3000 more than found in 
any other American Dictionary. Comes with or 
without Patent Index. “Invaluable in every ¢€ 
School and at every Fireside.” 

G. & C. MERRIAM & CO., Pub’rs, Springfield, Mass. 
















SOAP. 











PEARS’ Soap 
is sold by the 
Elite of the Drug- 
gists and dealers 
everywhere. 











PEARS @a CURIOUS ADVERTISEMENT OF 100 YEARS AGOII 


PEARS’ SOAP 





The Great ° 
English Sives it} ARS 
Complexion ne 
Soap. com- 
— lexions | 
poo P PEARS’ Soap 
15 a S is supplied by spe- 
International ynto — — —< 
Awards. ———— 
new hold of the Prince 
Guaranteed ° ] k of Wales. 
Perfectly Pure. mt 
Free from and Recommended 
Excess of Alkali ripe as a balm for the 
and from all p F skin by Prof, Sir 
Artificial cherries Erasmus Wilson, 
Colouring ATaaa 
Materials, President of the 
Remarkably | Comely dames, brave squires, pretty litle asses College et Sr 
Durable : life , l } a 
and therefore é Smart a 7% ie y = 
timc ee 
economical. A beautiful 
SE ES 


PEARS SOAP 


Pears —Soapmaker to ye King 
Pears Soap can be bought at all ye shopps 
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complexion is 





certainly se- 





cured by the 





regular use of 
PEARS’ Soap. 
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to Health 
+) and Beauty 
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—k CUTICURA 
»” REMEDIES” 







ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tar 
tures, Eczema, Psoriasis, Scrofula and Infactile Humors 
cured by the CuricurA REMEDIES. 

CuticurA REsoLvEeNT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
removes the cause. 

Curticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly a'lays Itching and In- 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scaip, heals Ulcers and restores 
the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Reautifier, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, 5Kin blemishes, Chapped 
and Oily Skin. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curtcura, soc.; Soap, 2sc.; Resorv- 
ENT, $1. repared by the Porter DruG anp Curauca Co,, 
Loston, Mass. 

a@ Send for “ How to Cure Sixin Deseases.”’ 





Pains instantly relieved by CuticurA AntTi-Parn PLASTER, 


Sharp, Sudden, Sciatic, Neuralzic, Rheumatic and Nervous 
Bp 25 cents. 





H.C. F. KOCH & SON 


6th Ave, and 20th St., New York City, 
Tue Larcest ImMpoRTERS AND DEALERS IN THE U. S. oF 


JERSEYS, 





Now offer Special lines of fine Imported Jerseys at 
Greatly Reduced Prices! 


No, 1.—BRETONNE, Fire All-wool, Coat Back, Black .. $1.98 
Same Style, Finest Imported Garnet, Navy, Brown, Black $2.75 
No. 2.—MISSES’ TOURIST, Vest Front, Navy, Garnet, 


Brown, with Cardinal or White Braid..........++e-00-s $1.93 

| No. 3.—FINESTOCKINET VEST, Embroidered in White 
EER OE Ie .-$1.89 
BEADED, All Over, Stockinet Jersey.........--seess+eees $3.95 





} 9 
SILK, CASHMERE JERSEYS and NOVELTIES of every 
description at popular prices. 
When ordering send Bust Measure. 


H. C. F. KOCH & SON, 
SIXTH AVE. & 20th ST., NEW YORK CITY. 


Moenold 
Constable K Co, 


SUMMER SILKS. 





Extensive lines of choice pat- 
terns in CHINA and INDIA PON- 
GEES, Louisines, Checked and 
Striped Summer Silks; also, a 
large variety of SUMMER 
WEIGHT Plushes and Velvets 
for Barniture. 


Droadovay A 19th ot. 
d 
Wew York. 


ae ee om 











, — — ' ‘ , jeamalhensetamss, 
THE FRIGHT OVER THE FISHERIES.—_AN UNNECESSARY ALARM 


FOREMAN CLEVELAND (of National Engine Co.).—Don’t waste your energies, boys—we’ve attended to that fire already! 





